

irrfT 


sib v 




I 4 


6'\, The Tragedy of Othello 

To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one : Enter Cafi 

He, when he heares of her cannot refraine 
From the exceffe of laughter : here he comes t 
As he (hall (mikOtheBs (hall goe mad. 

And his vnbookifh iealoufie muft confter 
Poore C^iVjfnilcSjgeflureSjandlight behauiour. 

Quite in the wrong : How doe you now Leiutenant K 
Caf. The Woi fer that you giue me the addition, 

Whofe wane t uen kills me. 

lag. Ply D ((demon a well,and you are fure on’t. 

Now, if this fuite lay in "Biancas power. 

How quickly (hould you fpced. 

Caf. Alas poore catiue. 

Oth. Looke how he laughes already* 
lag. I neuer knew a woman loue man fo. 

Caf. Mas poore rogue,I tbinke indeed (he loues me, 

Oth. Mow hedenies it faintly, and Iaughes it out. 
lag. Doe you heare Cafsiol 
Oth N o a' heimpot tunes him totell icon j-’ 

Goe to, well (aide. 

lag She giues it out that you (hall marry her, 

Doe you intend it ? 

Caf. Ha,ha,ha. «•■’] -•;o. ^ 

Oth. Do; you triumph Itomao,doe you triumph ? 

Caf. I marry her ? whac ? a Guftoificr ; 

J pretheebeare feme charity to my-wat* ; c ; 

Doe no: thihkeit fo vnvvholefbme : h;>jha,ha. 

Oth. So, fo,fo,(b,tbey laugh that wins, ai .. 
lag. Why, the cry goes,thac you (hall marry her,. 

Caf. Prethee fay true. 
lag. I atna very villaine elfe* 

Oth. Hayoufcoar’d me ? well, ,c'U :.no!>u - c 

Caf. This is the menkies own fining our; (he is perlVadcdl will 
marry her,out of her own loue and flattery .not cut of my promife. 
Oih. lags beckons me, tow he bigins the ftory. 

Caf She was heerc euen now ; (he haunts me in euery place, I 
tother day talking on the fea banke with certaine Venetians, and thi* 
tfcr comes this bauble, fals me thus about my necke. 

■ ‘ : Oth. 
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Oth* Cry ing.O deare Cafsio as it were : his geflure imports it. 

Caf So hangs, and iolls, and wccpcsvpon me ; fo hales, and# 

mt Oth h Now he tells how (he ph'ckt him to my Chamber > 

I fee that no 1 c ofy out s,but not that dog I (hall throw's to. , 

■ • Well, l muft teaue her company : 8 nttr Bianca. 

Before me.lodke whett (he comes, 

Tis fuch another Fitchew ; many a perfum’d one ? What doe you 

rneane by this haunting of me ? _ - , ... . 

Sian. Let the deuill and his dam haunt you : what did you roeane 
bv that fame handkerchiefe you gaue nue cuen now ? I was a fine 
fodle to take it ; ) mult take cut the worke,a likely peece ot worke, 
that you (hduld find it in your chamber, and not know who leftic 
there 7 ; this is fome minxes token, and I muft take out the worke j 
there giue it the hobby horfe ; wherefocucr you had it, lie take out no 

worke on't. . ■■■:,_ . 

Caf. f How now my fweet Btancafiow now, how now ? 

Oth. By heauen tha: foould be my handkerchiefe. 

Sia. An you’ll come to Cupper to mght,y ou may, an you will not, 
«otne when you are next prepar’d for. £ xit. 

Jag, After her, after her. 

Caf. I muft (htt’i raile i’the ftrect elfc. 
lag. You fup there. 

Caf Yes,I intend fo* r . 

lag. Well, I may chance to feeyou,for I would very fawe Tpeake 
with you. 

Caf. Prethe come. will you? 

lag, Goe to, fay no more. Exit Cafilo. 

Oth, How (lull I muider him lags f 

lag. Did you pcrcciue.how he laughed at his vice ? 

Oth, Q lam. 

lag And did you fee the handkeichiefc ? 

Oih. Was that mine? 

I would h >ue him nine yeres a killing j A fine woraan 3 a faire woman, 
a tweet woman. 
lag v ay, you mud fbrgct that 

Oth. And let her rot and jkriftj, and be damb’d to nighr.for Ihee 
fhallnot liue: no.tny hutt is turn’d to a ftone, i ftrike it, and it hmts 
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